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listening to Alcests ‘Kodama’ so this took about 45 minutes (| actually spent more time editing this than | did 
writing it) Sorry if its crappy! 


Mon corps ne répond plus 
Jai oublié l'aisance 
Des jours écoulées 


Je suis dailleurs 


(My body no longer responds 
Ive forgotten the ease 
Of days past 


Lam from elsewhere) 


Alcest: Je Suis Daileurs 


whe 


They took a day trip up to Oslo a week and a half ago, and coincidentally that was also the last time either of 
them stepped outside the cabin. 


Behind his eyelids Per could still make out Oslo's nearly intangible taste. 

He could still see the grey shapes that comprised it.but the sounds of traffic, the laughing children and even 
Metalion's wild curls, bouncing when he threw his head back in laughter.. 

It all faded to black 

Jan wasn't truly around anymore and Jørn was forced to move out to take care of his pregnant girlfriend, it 
left Øystein and Per alone in this musty, old cabin with little more than broken amps, cheesy horror films and 


an awkwardness that felt suffocating in the cold, harsh, Norwegian winter. 


Depression was like an avalanche; where Per was already dead from hypothermia, Dystein was vaguely following 


him along. 


"Have another shot" Øystein whispered, his cheek resting against his kneecaps as he held out the bottle of 
Vodka. 


I'm already getting drunk enough." Per whispered back, his eyes were bleary from the pale blue morning. It 
marked eighty hours of no sleep. 


It was too cold to get any peace and Bystein's room was the only one with a functional heater. 


"Tell me..do you really want to be sober? Pelle?" The greatest philosophical question to date. The never ending 


question. 


Per understood that Øystein must have truly been out of it since he usually would have never referred to his 


bandmate by nickname. 


It felt like moving through a dream. Tentatively, he shook his head, wrapping his lips around the place Øystein 
mouth had just been on the cigarette and he could taste coffee, and vodka there. 


"We go up to Oslo in another week.! need a doctor and you need more medication." there was an unwritten 


agreement that where ever Oystein went, Per must follow. 


"But that's only if the snow clears up and the buses chose to pass, of course." He added bitterly and Per laid 
his quivering head over the guitarists shoulder. 


"Don't.be so negative" he sounded like the ultimate hypocrite but the point in itself persisted. 


He held the cigarette up for Øystein before slumping even further on him; letting Bystein's greasy hair brush 
against his skin. 


Øystein suddenly bit out: 

"Don't fucking touch mel..you don't know how long it's been since.. don't care who it is anymore" 

He could barely string together a coherent sentence without his words dissolving into slurs, his cheeks flared 
up as Per ignored him, in favour of nuzzling his soft jawline, so desperate for the waning warmth of Bystein's 


skin. 


His consciousness was slipping away, hanging to the last strands of sobriety now that his sanity had up and 


gone. 
‘I'm warning you Pelle" Oystein's voice went dark. 


"Do it, its been long for me too" he mumbled, feeling fingers grasp his thin, blonde hair; unceremoniously 


dragging him into the guitarists lap. 


Øystein hungrily kissed him, wrapping his arms so tight around Per that it felt like he was being crushed. He 
returned with fervour, grabbing any part of his friend that he could. 


Warm, it was warm; and it felt like he was killing something, something minuscule and barely existent. The blood 
thumped beneath Per's palms. 


He could see it: grass and hazy sunlight so he dug himself deeper into Øystein; ripping and prying him open for 
the heat he held. 


For half a second he was afraid Øystein regained his senses when he was pushed away. 


Instead, Øystein hastily grabbed the bottle and dumped its contents on Per's mouth. He returned to suck it off 
of his lips. 


Per felt the alcohol soak up in his veins, its heat melting with the newfound one Øystein managed to create in 


him. He felt Vodka dribble down the column of his neck 


Somehow the brunette wasn't shy to make noise; moaning and whispering out little "fucks' as he scrapped his 


nails underneath Per's sweater. 
He wondered how drunk and sleep deprived they were that this could felt so right. 


But it did, Bystein's body was warm and soft, the scenes began bleeding into one another in one barely 


comprehensive stream of constants and Bystein's small, naked form was flush on top of his. His small fingers 
tangled in Per's hair as his tongue shoved itself so deep down his throat that Per was afraid he would swallow 


it. 


Dystein’ voice came out deep and guttural, growing raspier with each sloppy thrust into Per as the vocalist 
dissolved into the mattress. 


"Shi" Per could hardly stay awake despite the burning sensation inside of him; he saw shades of red as he 


gripped Bystein's elbow tight enough that he drew blood. 

"Zysten." he gasped out 

"Yes, Pelle?" 

‘Hts so warm, Ilke rt" 

Bystein leaned down to press their foreheads together, admitting in a hushed tone: 


"Me too.l lke it too" 


The memories afterwards were lethargic and malformed; all he could feel was something hot, almost 


excruciating, almost ripping him fucking apart, and something slippery before it all melted to water. 
It was a day later when Per awakened, his eyelashes sticking against themselves as his skin quivered. 
Small, soft arms were still looped around him and a head of dirty hair nuzzled into his chest. 


He could see the dried blood beneath his nail bed like a mocking reminder of what they've done; but oddly 


enough, he felt warm. 


So, tightening his arms around the snoring guitarist, and nestling deeper into the blankets, Per took a deep 
breath before he sunk back in. 


-end- 


